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EARLY  ONE  MORNING. 
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2.  “  Remember  the  vows  that  you  made  to  your  Mary, 

Remember  the  bow’r  where  you  vowed  to  be  true ; 
O  don’t  deceive  me  !  O  never  leave  me  ! 

How  could  you  use  a  poor  maiden  so  ? 

3.  “O  gay  is  the  garland,  and  fresh  are  the  roses 

I’ve  culled  from  the  garden  to  bind  on  thy  brow  ; 
O  don’t  deceive  me  !  O  never  leave  me ! 

How  could  you  use  a  poor  maiden  so  ?  ” 

4.  Thus  sung  the  poor  maiden,  her  sorrows  bewailing, 

Thus  sung  the  poor  maid  in  the  valley  below  : 

“  O  don’t  deceive  me  !  O  never  leave  me  ! 

How  could  you  use  a  poor  maiden  so?” 
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Chappell.  Tune  traditional. 


O  RICHARD!  O  MON  ROI ! 


O  RICHARD!  O  MON  ROI! 
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By  permission  of  M.  Labbe,  20,  Rue  du  Croissant,  Paris.  The  picture  is  of  Blondel  singing  outside  the  castle  of  Durrenstein  where 

Richard  I.  was  imprisoned. 
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THE  BORDER  WIDOW. 


THE  BORDER  WIDOW 


Voice. 


Slow. 
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i.  My  Love  built  me  a  bon  -  nie  bower,  And 
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clad  it  a’  \vi’  li  -  ly  flower ;  A  braw  -  er  bower  ye 
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ne’er  did  see,  Than  my  true  lo  -  ver  built  for  me. 


2.  There  cam’  a  man  at  midday  hour, 

He  heard  my  song  and  he  saw  my  bower, 
And  he  brocht  armed  men  that  nicht, 

And  brak  my  bower,  and  slew  my  knight. 

3.  He  slew  my  knight  to  me  sae  dear, 

And  burnt  my  bower,  and  poined  his  gear ! 
My  servants  all  for  life  did  flee, 

And  left  me  in  extremitie. 

4.  I  sewed  his  sheet  making  my  mane ; 

I  watched  the  corpse  myself  alane  ; 

I  watched  the  body  night  and  day ; 

No  living  creature  cant’  that  way  1 


5.  I  bore  the  body  on  my  back, 

And  whiles  I  gaed  and  whiles  I  sat, 

I  digg’d  a  grave  and  laid  him  in, 

And  hap’d  him  with  the  sod  sae  green  ! 

6.  But  think  na  ye  my  heart  was  sair 

When  I  laid  the  mould  on  his  yellow  hair, 
O  think  na  ye  my  heart  was  wae 
When  I  turn’d  about  awa’  to  gae  ! 

7.  Nae  living  man  I’ll  love  again, 

Since  that  my  lovely  knight  is  slain  ! 

Wi’  ae  lock  of  his  yellow  hair 

I’ll  chain  my  heart  for  evermair  ! 
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This  lament  is  for  Cockburn  of  Henderland. 


LORD  RONALD. 


LORD  RONALD. 
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Var.  lust  verse  from  %  =  slowly. 
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2.  “  Whare  gat  ye  ye’re  dinner,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son  ? 

Whare  gat  ye  ye’re  dinner,  my  handsome  young  man  ?  ” 

“  I  dined  wi*  my  true-love ;  mither — mak’  my  bed  soon, 

I’m  weary  with  hunting,  and  fain  would  lie  down.” 

3.  “What  gat  ye  to  dinner,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son? 

What  gat  ye  to  dinner,  my  bonny  young  man  ?  ” 

“  I  gat  eels  boiled  in  broo ;  mither — mak’  my  bed  soon, 

I’m  sick  at  the  heart,  and  fain  would  lie  down.” 

4.  “  Oh,  where  are  your  bloodhounds,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son  ? 

Oh,  where  are  your  bloodhounds,  my  darling  young  man  ?  ” — 

“  Oh,  they  swelled  and  they  died,  mither — oh,  mak’  my  bed  soon, 
For  life  is  a  burden  that  I  maun  lay  down.” 

5.  “  I’ve  rocket  your  cradle,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son, 

I’ve  rocket  your  cradle,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son ; 

My  heart  it  was  light,  and  the  tears  they  ran  down, 

But  oh  !  they  were  sweet,  and  they  dried  again  soon.” 

6.  “  I’ve  made  ye’re  bed  saftly,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son, 

I’ve  made  ye’re  bed  saftly,  Lord  Ronald,  my  son ; 

Gin  it  be  deadly  poison  that  makes  ye  lie  down, 

They’re  happin’  ye  now.  that  will  follow  ye  soon  !  ” 
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THE  BONNIE  EARL  O’  MORAY. 


THE  BONNIE  EARL  O’  MORAY 


S'/ 07V. 


Old  Ballad. 


Voice. 


Piano. 


fltS 


m 


0 
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slain  the  Earl  o’  Mo  -  ray,  And  they  laid  him  on  the  green  1  They  have 
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2.  Now  wae  be  to  thee,  Huntly, 

And  wherefore  did  you  sae  ? 

I  bade  you  bring  him  wi’  you, 

And  forbad  you  him  to  slay. 

3-  He  was  a  braw  gallant, 

And  he  rid  at  the  ring — 

And  the  bonny  Earl  o’  Moray, 

Oh  !  he  might  have  been  a  king. 


4.  He  was  a  braw  gallant, 

And  he  played  at  the  ba’ — 

And  the  bonny  Earl  o’  Moray 
Was  the  flower  among  them  a’. 

5.  He  was  a  braw  gallant, 

And  he  played  at  the  glove, 

And  the  bonny  Earl  0’  Moray, 

Oh !  he  was  the  Queen’s  true  love, 


6.  Oh  !  lang  will  his  lady 

Look  o’er  the  Castle  Down, 

Ere  she  see  the  Earl  o’  Moray 
Come  sounding  through  the  town. 


Note. — The  Earl  of  Moray  was  slain  at  Donibristle  by  Huntly,  1592. 
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BONNIE  GEORGE  CAMPBELL. 
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Tune  II. 


John  Hullah. 


U  --■dt^====BaizJr-*-± 


fL 


-- V 

3= 


Bon-nie  George  Campbell  Rade  out  on  a  day. 
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Hame  cam’  his  gude  horse,  But  nev  -  er  cam’  he  ! 
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2.  Out  cam’  his  auld  mither 
Greeting  fu’  sair, 

And  out  cam’  his  bonnie  bride, 

Rivin’  her  hair. 

Saddled  and  bridled 
And  hooted  rade  he; 

Toom  hame  cam’  the  saddle, 

But  never  cam’  he ! 

From  Bill’s  Early  Ballads. 


3.  “  My  meadow  lies  green, 

And  my  corn  is  unshorn, 
My  barn  is  to  bigg, 

And  my  bahie’s  unborn.” 
Saddled  and  bridled 
And  booted  rade  he  ; 
Toom  hame  cam’  the  saddle, 
But  never  cam’  he. 
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LES  TROIS  PRINCESSES. 


LES  TROIS  PRINCESSES. 


Allegretto  moderato. 


3.  Ca  dit  la  premiere, 

(Vole,  vole,  mon  cceur,  vole), 

Ca  dit  la  premiere, 

Je  crois  qu’il  fait  jour, 

(Tout  doux — et  iou — tout  doux  — et  iou), 
Je  crois  qu’il  fait  jour. 


4.  Ca  dit  la  seconde, 

(Vole,  vole,  mon  cceur,  vole), 

Ca  dit  la  seconde, 

J’entends  le  tambour, 

(Tout  doux — et  iou— tout  doux— et  iou), 
J’entends  le  tambour. 

5.  Ca  dit  la  troisieme, 

(Vole,  vole,  mon  cceur,  vole), 

Ca  dit  la  troisieme, 

C’est  mon  ami  doux, 

(Tout  doux — et  iou — tout  doux — et  iou), 
C’est  mon  ami  doux. 


6.  II  va-t  a  la  guerre 

(Vole,  vole,  mon  cceur,  vole), 

II  va-t  h.  la  guerre, 

Combattre  pour  nous, 

(Tout  doux — et  iou— tout  doux — et  iou), 
Combattre  pour  nous. 

7.  S’il  gagne  bataille, 

(Vole,  vole,  mon  cceur,  vole), 

S’il  gagne  bataille, 

Aura  mes  amours, 

(Tout  doux — et  iou — tout  doux — et  iou), 
Aura  mes  amours. 

8.  Qu’il  perde,  ou  qu’il  gagne, 

(Vole,  vole,  mon  coeur,  vole), 

Qu’il  perde  ou  qu’il  gagne, 

Les  aura  toujours, 

(Tout  doux — et  iou — tout  doux — et  iou), 
Les  aura  toujours. 

Chanson  de  la  Franche-Comte,  from  “Ethos  du  Temps  Passe.” 
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THE  LAIDLEY  WORM  OF 
SPINDLESTON  HEUGH. 


THE  LAIDLEY  WORM  OF  SPINDLESTON  HEUGH. 


Old  Ballad. 
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i.  The  King  is  gone  from  Bam-b;ough  Keep,  And  long  may  Mar  -  ga  -  ret  mourn; 
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2.  Till  “Welcome,  father  dear!”  she  cries, 

“  Back  to  your  halls  and  bowers ; 

And  welcome  you,  my  step-mother, 

For  all  that’s  here  is  yours.” 

3.  The  lords  stood  wondering  while  she  spake ; 

“This  princess  of  the  North 
She  is  the  fairest  and  the  best 
Of  women  all  on  earth.” 

4.  'The  wicked  queen  said  in  her  heart : 

“  Is  she  fairer  then  than  me  ? 

Ere  many  days  I’ll  bring  her  down, 

Down  to  a  low  degree. 

5.  “  I’ll  liken  her  to  a  laidley  worm 

That  warps  about  the  stone  ; 

And  not  till  Childe  Wynd  comes  back 
Shall  she  again  be  won.” 

6.  The  princess  stood  at  the  bower  door, 

She  laughed,  and  who  could  blame? 

But  ere  the  morrow’s  sun  went  down 
A  long  worm  she  became. 

7.  Now  word  went  east  and  word  went  west, 

And  word  is  gone  over  the  sea, 

That  a  laidley  worm  in  Spindleston  Heugh 
Would  waste  the  North  Countrie. 

8.  For  seven  miles  east  and  seven  miles  west, 

And  seven  miles  north  and  south, 

No  blade  of  grass  or  corn  could  grow, 

So  deadly  was  her  mouth. 

9.  The  word  went  east  and  word  went  west, 

And  over  the  sea  did  go, 

Till  Childe  Wynd  got  wit  of  it, 

Which  filled  his  heart  with  woe. 

10.  Forthwith  he  called  his  merry  men  all, 

They  thirty  were  and  three ; 

“  I  would  I  were  at  Spindleston  Heugh, 

This  laidley  worm  to  see.” 

11.  He  said,  “No  time  is  here  to  waste, 

Hence  let  us  quickly  sail ; 

My  only  sister  Margaret, 

Something,  I  fear,  doth  ail.” 

12.  They  rigged  a  ship  without  delay 

With  masts  of  rowan-tree ; 

With  fluttering  sails  of  silk  so  fine 
They  set  her  on  the  sea. 


13.  They  went  on  board  ;  the  wind  it  rose 

And  blew  them  o’er  the  deep, 

Until  they  spied  the  dark  square  tower 
And  the  rock  of  Bambrough  Keep. 

14.  The  witch-queen  watched  from  the  topmost  tower. 

She  cursed  with  curses  three 
The  gallant  ship  that  drew  anear 
A  sailing  on  the  sea. 

15.  Soon  as  she  saw  the  silken  sails 

Full  glancing  in  the  sun, 

To  sink  the  ship  in  the  wave  she  sent 
Her  witch-wives  everyone. 

16.  And  forth  they  went,  and  back  they  came; 

And  drumly  was  their  mood  ; 

For  where  was  the  power  of  grammarie 
On  a  ship  of  rowan  wood? 

17.  The  Childe  has  drawn  his  berry-brown  sword 

Above  the  foul  worm’s  head  ; 

“  If  thou  wilt  do  me  a  deadly  harm, 

By  Heaven,  I  strike  thee  dead.” 

18.  “O  quit  thy  sword,  unbend  thy  bow, 

And  give  me  kisses  three ; 

For  though  I  am  a  laidley  worm, 

No  hurt  I’ll  do  to  thee. 

19.  “O  quit  thy  sword,  unbend  thy  bow, 

And  give  me  kisses  three ; 

If  I  be  not  won  by  set  of  sun, 

Won  shall  I  never  be.” 

20.  He  sheathed  his  sword,  unbent  his  bow, 

He  gave  her  kisses  three; 

And  back  crept  into  the  earth  a  worm, 

Forth  stepped  his  Margaret  free. 

21.  “Woe  be  to  thee,  thou  wicked  witch, 

An  ill  death  may’st  thou  dee ; 

As  thou  my  sister  has  liken’d, 

So  liken’d  shalt  thou  be. 

22.  “Thou  turnedst  her  to  a  laidley  worm, 

That  warps  about  the  stone, 

And  not  till  Childe  Wynd  came  back 
Might  she  again  be  won. 

23.  “I  liken  thee  to  a  noisome  toad 

That  on  the  ground  doth  wend  ’ 

And  won,  won  shalt  thou  never  be 
Till  this  world  hath  an  end.” 
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Nord  bis  zum  Sud  starrt  in  Waf  -  fen  die  Welt,  hell  to  -  net  der  krieg-ri-sche  Klang  durch  das  Land.  Wer 
dir  steht  dein  Volk  wie  ein  mach  -  ti  -  ger  Schild,  im  Her  -  zen  des  Vol  -  kes  da  glan  -  zet  dem  Bild,  u 


A.  Words  by  Fr.  Th.  Cursch-Buhren.  B.  Words  by  Hermann  Pilz. 

The  picture  is  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  and  the  regiment  of  Finnish  cuirassiers  marching  past  him. 
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THE  FLOWERS  IN  THE  VALLEY. 
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2.  There  came  a  knight  all  clothed  in  red, 

Fair  are  the  flowers  of  the  valley; 

“  I  would  thou  wert  my  bride,”  he  said, 

The  Red,  the  Green,  and  the  Yellow. 

The  Harp,  the  Lute,  the  Pipe,  the  Flute,  the  Cymbal, 
Sweet  goes  the  treble  Violin ; 

“  I  would,”  she  sighed,  “  ne’er  wins  a  bride ! 

Fair  are  the  flowers  in  the  valley.” 

3.  There  came  a  knight  all  clothed  in  green, 

Fair  are  the  flowers  of  the  valley; 

“This  maid  so  sweet  might  be  my  queen,” 

The  Red,  the  Green,  and  the  Yellow. 

The  Harp,  the  Lute,  the  Pipe,  the  Flute,  the  Cymbal, 
Sweet  goes  the  treble  Violin  ; 

“  Might  be,”  sighed  she,  “  will  ne’er  win  me ! 

Fair  are  the  flowers  of  the  valley.” 

4.  There  came  a  knight,  in  yellow  was  he, 

Fair  are  the  flowers  in  the  valley ; 

“My  bride,  my  queen,  thou  must  with  me!” 

The  Red,  the  Green,  and  the  Yellow. 

The  Harp,  the  Lute,  the  Pipe,  the  Flute,  the  Cymbal, 
Sweet  goes  the  treble  Violin ; 

With  blushes  red,  “  I  come,”  she  said, 

“  Farewell  to  the  flowers  in  the  valley.” 


From  “  A  Garland  of  Country  Song,"  reproduced  by  permission  of  the  Rev.  S.  Baring-Gculd  and  Messrs.  Methuen. 
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LADY  MARGARET 


Voice. 


Piano. 


I  xt’s  whis  -  per’d  in  the  par  -  lour,  It’s  whis  -  per’d  in  the  ha’ —  The 
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2. 

Lady  Margaret  gaed  out  in  the  gloamin’  scie  grey — 
The  broom  blooms  bonnie, 

The  broom  blooms  fair — 

Down  by  the  greenwood  she  sped  on  her  way, 

And  we  daurna  gae  down  to  the  broom  nae  mair. 

3- 

Her  bower  maidens  waited  that  lady’s  return— 

Y'he  broom  blooms  bonnie, 

The  broom  blooms  fair — 

Where  the  grey  hazel  branches  stoop  low  to  the  burn, 
And  we  daurna  gae  down  to  the  broom  nae  mair. 

4- 

They  waited  and  watched  till  the  gloamin’  was  done — 
The  broom  blooms  bonnie, 

The  broom  blooms  fair — 

And  the  grey  hazels  glanced  in  the  light  of  the  moon. 
And  we  daurna  gae  down  to  the  broom  nae  mair. 


5- 

They  heard  like  the  rush  of  a  steed  through  the  brake— 
The  broom  blooms  bonnie, 

The  broom  blooms  fair — - 

And  the  wild  cushat  moan’d  as  she  started  awake, 
And  we  daurna  gae  down  to  the  broom  nae  mair. 

6. 

A  bridle  rang  shrill  as  the  sounds  passed  along — 

The  broom  blooms  bonnie, 

The  broom  blooms  fair — 

And  steel  flashed  and  glimmered  the  hazels  among, 
And  we  daurna  gae  down  to  the  broom  nae  mair. 

7- 

It’s  long  since  the  boding  was  boded  aright  — 

The  broom  blooms  bonnie, 

The  broom  blooms  fair — 

Lady  Margaret  has  fled  with  the  Southron  Knight, 
And  we  daurna  gae  down  to  the  broom  nae  mair. 

The  first  verse  is  old,  the  rest  are  by  Miss  D.  M.  Clipham. 
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2.  He  staid  not  for  brake,  he  stopp’d  not  for  stone, 

He  swam  the  Esk  river  where  ford  there  was  none ; 

But  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 

The  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  came  late, 

For  a  laggard  in  love  and  a  dastard  in  war, 

Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave  Lochinvar. 

3.  So  boldly  he  enter’d  the  Netherby  Hall, 

Among  bridesmen  and  kinsmen  and  brothers  and  all. 

Then  spoke  the  bride’s  father,  his  hand  on  his  sword, 

For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never  a  word, 

“  O  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in  war, 

Or  to  dance  at  our  bridal,  young  Lord  Lochinvar  ?  ” 

4.  “  I  long  woo’d  your  daughter,  my  suit  you  denied  ; 

Love  swells  like  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  like  its  tide, 

And  now  I  am  come,  with  this  lost  love  of  mine, 

To  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine. 

There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely  by  far, 

Who  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvar.” 

5.  The  bride  kiss’d  the  goblet,  the  knight  took  it  up, 

He  quafFd  off  the  wine,  and  he  threw  down  the  cup. 

She  look’d  down  to  blush,  and  she  look’d  up  to  sigh, 

With  a  smile  on  her  lips,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye. 

He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother  could  bar, 

“  Now  tread  we  a  measure,”  said  young  Lochinvar. 

6.  So  stately  his  form,  and  so  lovely  her  face, 

That  never  a  hall  such  a  galliard  did  grace, 

While  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father  did  fume, 

And  the  bridegroom  stood  dangling  his  bonnet  and  plume, 
And  the  bridemaidens  whispered,  “’Twere  better  by  far 
To  have  match’d  our  fair  cousin  with  young  Lochinvar.” 

7.  One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  in  her  ear, 

When  they  reached  the  hall  door,  and  the  charger  stood  near, 
So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he  swung, 

So  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  he  sprung. 

“  She  is  won !  We  are  gone !  Over  bank,  bush,  and  scaur, 
They’ll  have  fleet  steeds  that  follow,”  quoth  young  Lochinvar. 

8.  There  was  mounting  ’mang  Graemes  of  the  Netherby  clan, 
Fosters,  Fenwicks,  and  Musgraves  they  rode  and  they  ran; 
There  was  racing  and  chasing  on  Cannobie  Lea, 

But  the  lost  bride  of  Netherby  ne’er  did  they  see. 

So  daring  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 

Have  ye  e’er  heard  of  gallant  like  young  Lochinvar  ? 
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Altered  from  Bishop's  set  by  Margaret,  Lady  Northampton. 
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ra  -  ther  roam  with  Ed-mund  there,  Than  reign  our  Eng-lish  queen.”  “If,  mai -den, thou  would’st 
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would  I  were  with  Ed  -  mund  there,  To  reign  his  Queen  of  May. 
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Gie  -  ta  woods  be  gay,  Yet  mic  -  kle  must  the  maid -en  dare,  Would  reign  my  Queen  of  May. 
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YE  MAIDENS  PRETTY. 


YE  MAIDENS  PRETTY. 


In  quick  time ,  but  with  expression. 
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3.  My  cruel  father 
Gave  straitest  order, 

By  watch  and  warder, 

I  barred  should  be. 
All  in  my  chamber, 

High  out  of  danger, 
From  eye  of  ranger, 

In  misery. 

In  tower  I  languish, 

In  cold  and  sadness, 
Heart  full  of  anguish, 
Eye  full  of  tear. 
Whilst  glades  are  ringing 
With  maidens  singing, 
Sweet  roses  bringing, 

To  crown  the  year. 


4.  Enclosed  in  mortar, 

By  wall  and  water, 

A  luckless  daughter, 

All  white  and  wan  ; 
Till  day  is  breaking, 

My  bed  forsaking, 

I  all  night  waking, 

Sing  like  the  swan. 
In  tower  I  languish, 

In  cold  and  sadness, 
Heart  full  of  anguish, 
Eye  full  of  tear. 
Whilst  glades  are  ringing 
With  maidens  singing, 
Sweet  roses  bringing, 

To  crown  the  year. 


Printed  by  kind  permission  of  Messrs.  Methuen  from  “Songs  and  Ballads  of  the  West,”  collected  by  the  Rev.  Baring-Gould 

and  by  the  Rev.  Fleetwood  Sheppard. 
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THE  KING’S  BALLAD. 
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THE  KING’S  BALLAD 


In  moderate  time. 


2.  Youth  will  needs  have  dalliance, 

Of  good  or  ill  some  pastance  ; 
Company  me  thinketh  the  best, 

All  thoughts  and  fantasies  to  digest. 
For  idleness 
Is  chief  mistress 
Of  vices  all ; 

Then  who  can  say 
But  pass  the  day 
Is  best  of  all  ? 


3.  Company  with  honesty 
Is  virtue,  and  vice  to  flee  : 
Company  is  good  or  ill, 

But  ev’ry  man  hath  his  free  will. 
T  he  best  I  sue, 

The  worst  eschew ; 

My  mind  shall  be 
Virtue  to  use, 

Vice  to  refuse, 

I  shall  use  me. 


From  Chappell.  The  song  is  by  Henry  VIII.,  and  is  taken  from  a  MS.  in  the  British  Museum.  The  picture  is  based  on  an 
account  by  the  Venetian  Ambassador  of  Henry  VIII.,  at  Hampton  Court,  with  Catherine  of  Arragon  and  Anne  Boleyn. 
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I  AM  THE  DUKE  OF  NORFOLK. 


I  AM  THE  DUKE  OF  NORFOLK 


Rather  slow. 
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A  Suffolk  merrymaking  Song  from  Chappd.  The  illustration  is  of  the  third  Duke  of  Norfolk  with  his  son  the  Earl  of  Surrey. 


TOM,  THE  PIPER’S  SON. 


TOM,  THE  PIPER’S  SON. 

Old  Air.  Harmonised  by  W.  J.  Cox. 
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2.  Now  Tom  with  his  pipe  made  such  a  noise, 

That  he  pleased  both  the  girls  and  boys; 

And  they  all  stopped  to  hear  him  play 

His  “  Over  the  hills  and  far  away, 

Over  the  hills  and  a  great  way  off, 

And  the  wind  will  blow  my  top  knot  off.” 

3.  Tom  on  his  pipe  did  play  with  such  skill, 

That  those  who  heard  him  could  not  keep  still ; 
Whenever  he  played  they  began  to  dance, 

E’en  the  pigs  on  their  hind  legs  would  after  him  prance, 
“  Over  the  hills  and  a  great  way  off, 

And  the  wind  will  blow  my  top  knot  off.” 

4.  As  Dolly  was  milking  her  cow  one  day, 

Tom  took  out  his  pipe  and  began  to  play, 

So  Doll  and  the  cow  danced  “  The  Cheshire  round  ” 

Till  the  pail  was  broke,  and  tbe  milk  ran  on  the  ground. 
“  Over  the  hills  and  a  great  way  off, 

And  the  wind  will  blow  my  top  knot  off.” 

5.  He  met  Old  Dame  Trot  with  a  basket  of  eggs, 

He  used  his  pipe  and  she  used  her  legs, 

She  danced  about  till  the  eggs  were  all  broke, 

Oh  1  how  she  did  fret,  but  he  laughed  at  the  joke. 

“  Over  the  hills  and  a  great  way  off, 

And  the  wind  will  blow  my  top  knot  off.” 

6.  He  saw  a  cross  fellow  was  beating  an  ass, 

Heavy  laden  with  pots,  pans,  dishes,  and  glass; 

He  took  out  his  pipe  and  played  them  a  tune, 

And  jackass’s  load  was  lightened  full  soon. 

“  Over  the  hills  and  a  great  way  off, 

And  the  wind  will  blow  my  top  knot  off.” 
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LA  BIONDINA  IN  GONDOLETTA. 


LA  BIONDINA  IN  GONDOLETTA 
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2.  Gera  in  Cielo  meza  sconta 
Fra  le  nuvole  la  luna, 
Gera  in  calrna  la  Laguna, 
Gera  el  vento  bonaza. 
Una  sola  bavesela 
Sventolava  i  so  caveli, 

E  fasseva  che  dai  veli 
Sconto  el  sen  no  fusse  pih. 


3.  Contemplando,  fisso,  fisso, 

Le  fataze  del  mio  ben, 

Quel  viseto  cussi  lisso, 

Quella  boca,  e  quel  bel  sen. 
Me  sentiva  d’rento  el  peto 
Una  smania,  un  misciamento, 
Una  spasie  de  contento 
Che  no  so  come  spiegar. 


MALBROUGH  S’EN  VA-T-EN  GUERRE. 


MALBROUGH  S’EN  VA-T-EN  GUERRE. 


Tri  -  ni  -  te  se  pas  -  se,  Mai  -  brough  ne  re  -  vient  pas  . 
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Mai  -  brough  ne  re  -  vient  pas  .  .  .  Mai  -  brough  ne  re  -  vient  pas. 


The  picture  is  of  Sarah,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  at  Marlborough  House. 
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I  CARE  NA’  FOR  YOUR  EEN  SAE  BLUE. 
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2.  I  care  na’  for  your  witching  tongue, 
Which  pleases  a’  an’  pierces  some, 

Until  I  hear  that  tongue  declare 
Nane  but  mysel’  your  heart  shall  share; 
An’  gin  that  saft  an’  melting  ee, 

Doth  beam  on  me,  and  only  me, 

My  fate  is  seal’d,  then  I  am  thine, 

An’  let  me  die  when  I  repine. 


From  “The  Scots’  Musical  Museum.”  The  picture  was  drawn  to  illustrate  the  lines  in  the  song  “  Mally  Lee”  : — 

“  As  Mally  Lee  cam’  doun  the  street,  her  capuchin  did  flee, 

She  cuist  a  look  ahint  her  to  see  her  negligee ; 

And  we’re  a’  gaun  east  and  wast,  we’re  a’  gaun  ajee, 

We’re  a’  gaun  east  and  wast,  courtin’  Mally  Lee.” 

The  verse  is  quoted  in  Stevenson’s  “Catriona.” 
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2.  “  O  ye  are  the  bonniest  maiden, 

The  flower  of  the  West  Countrie , 

O  gang  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
My  pride  an’  my  darling  to  be.” 

3.  “To  gang  to  the  Hielands  wi’  you,  sir? 

I  dinna  ken  how  that  may  be ; 

For  I  ken  na  the  land  that  ye  live  in, 
Nor  ken  I  the  lad  I’m  gaun’  wi’.” 


4.  “  Leezie,  lassie,  ’tis  little  that  ye  ken, 

If  sae  be  ye  dinna  ken  me, 

For  my  name  is  Lord  Ronald  Macdonald, 
A  chieftain  of  high  degree. 

5.  “  I’ve  goud  an’  I’ve  gear,  Leezie  Lindsay, 

And  a  heart  that  loves  only  but  thee; 
They  a’  shall  be  thine,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
Gin  ye  my  lov’d  darling  will  be.” 


6.  She  has  kilted  her  coat  o’  green  satin, 

She  has  kilted  them  up  to  the  knee ; 
And  she’s  aff  wi’  Lord  Ronald  Macdonald, 
His  bride  and  his  darling  to  be. 
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AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  BELLE  ISLE. 


AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  BELLE  ISLE. 


At  the  siege  of  Belle  Isle 
I  was  there  all  the  while  ; 

At  the  taking  of  Quebec 
I  was  like  to  break  my  neck. 


A  person  called  on  for  a  song  makes  his  own  tune  impromptu  for  this  poem. 
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THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SCOTLAND. 


THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SCOTLAND 
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Hie  -  land  lad  -  die  dwell  ?  He  dwells  in  mer  -  ry  Scot-land,  where  the  blu 

e  bells  sweet-  ly  smell,  And 

-1  l?a 

71 

4P  r  1 

! Js  1 

J  1  r  l 

tf?   W  S  1  ~  ~A  1 

p  f— 

=S  4 - a 

^  b-—L-  t 

2.  O  where  and  O  where  is  your  Hieland  laddie  gane? 

O  where  and  O  where  is  your  Hieland  laddie  gane  ? 

He’s  gane  to  fight  for  George  our  King,  and  left  me  all  alane, 
For  noble  and  brave’s  my  loyal  Hielandman. 


3.  O  when  and  O  when  will  your  Hieland  lad  come  hame  ? 

O  when  and  O  when  will  your  Hieland  lad  come  hame  ? 

When  e’re  the  war  is  over  he’ll  return  to  me  with  fame, 

With  the  heather  in  his  bonnet,  my  gallant  Hielandman. 

4.  Suppose,  oh  suppose  that  your  Hieland  lad  should  die? 

Suppose,  oh  suppose  that  your  Hieland  lad  should  die  ? 

The  bagpipes  shall  play  over  him,  I’ll  lay  me  down  and  cry, 

And  it’s  oh !  in  my  heart,  that  I  wish  he  may  not  die  ! 

The  picture  is  of  Wolfe  on  the  banks  of  the  St.  Lawrence. 
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THE  BRITISH  GRENADIERS. 
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Repeat  the  last  part  in  Chorus. 


2.  Those  heroes  of  antiquity  ne’er  saw  a  cannon  ball, 

Or  knew  the  force  of  powder  to  stay  their  foes  withal ; 

But  our  brave  boys  do  know  it,  and  banish  all  their  fears, 

Sing  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  for  the  British  Grenadiers. 

But  our  brave  boys  do  know  it,  &c. 

3.  Whene’er  we  are  commanded  to  storm  the  palisades, 

Our  leaders  march  with  fusees,  and  we  with  hand  grenades, 

We  throw  them  from  the  glacis,  about  the  enemies’  ears, 

Sing  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  the  British  Grenadiers. 

We  throw  them  from  the  glacis,  &c. 

4.  And  when  the  siege  is  over  we  to  the  town  repair. 

The  townsmen  cry,  “  Hurrah,  boys,  here  comes  a  Grenadier ; 

Here  come  the  Grenadiers,  my  boys,  who  know  no  doubts  or  fears,” 
Then  sing  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  the  British  Grenadiers. 

Here  come  the  Grenadiers,  my  boys,  &c. 
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2.  Or  when  glory  leads  the  way,  you’ll  be  madly  rushing  on, 

Never  thinking  if  they  kill  you  my  happiness  is  gone. 

If  you  win  the  day,  perhaps  a  general  you’ll  be, 

Though  I’m  proud  to  think  of  that — what  will  become  of  me? 

Oh  !  if  I  were  king  of  France,  or  still  better  Pope  of  Rome, 

I  would  have  no  fighting  men  abroad  or  weeping  maids  at  home. 

All  the  world  should  be  at  peace,  or  if  kings  must  show  their  might. 
Why  let  them  who  make  the  quarrels  be  the  only  men  to  fight — 
Yes,  let  them  who  make  the  quarrels  be  the  only  men  to  fight. 
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2.  There’s  Cumwhitton,  Cumwhinton,  Cumranton, 

Cumrangen,  Cumrew,  and  Curacatch, 

And  mony  mair  cums  i’  the  country, 

But  nin  wi’  Cumdivock  can  match ; 

It’s  sae  neyce  to  luik  owre  the  black  pasture, 
Wi’  the  fells  abuin  aw,  far  away — 

There  is  nee  sic  pleace,  nit  in  England, 

For  there  lives  the  sweet  Sally  Gray. 

3.  I  was  seventeen  last  Collop-Monday, 

And  she’s  just  the  verra  same  yage, 

For  ae  kiss  o’  the  sweet  lips  o’  Sally, 

I’d  freely  give  up  a  year’s  wage ; 

For  in  lang  winter  neets  when  she’s  spinnin’ 
And  singin’  about  Jemmy  Gay, 

I  keek  by  the  haystack  and  lissen, 

For  wain  wad  I  see  Sally  Gray. 

4.  O  wad  I  but  lword  o’  the  manor, 

A  nabob,  or  parliament  man, 

What  thousands  on  thousands  I’d  gi’  her, 

Wad  she  nobbet  gi’  me  her  han’. 

A  cwoach  and  six  horses  I’d  buy  her, 

And  gar  folk  stan’  out  o’  the  way, 

Then  I’d  loup  up  behind  like  a  footman, 

O  the  work  for  my  sweet  Sally  Gray ! 

5.  They  may  brag  o’  their  feyne  Carel  lasses, 

Their  feathers,  their  durtment,  and  leace ; 
God  help  them  !  peer  deeth-luikin’  bodies ; 

Widout  a  bit  reed  i’  their  feace. 

But  Sally’s  just  like  allybaster, 

Her  cheeks  are  twee  rwose-buds  in  May — 
O  lad  !  I  cou’d  stan’  here  for  ever, 

And  talk  about  sweet  Sally  Gray. 
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3.  Of  all  the  days  are  in  the  week, 

I  dearly  love  but  one  day, 

And  that’s  the  day  that  comes  betwixt 
A  Saturday  and  Monday. 

For  then  I’m  dressed,  all  in  my  best, 
To  walk  abroad  with  Sally, 

She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  lives  in  our  alley. 

4.  My  master  carries  me  to  church, 

And  often  I  am  blamed, 

Because  I  leave  him  in  the  lurch, 

Soon  as  the  text  is  named. 

I  leave  the  church  in  sermon  time, 
And  slink  away  to  Sally, 

She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  lives  in  our  alley. 


5.  When  Christmas  comes  about  again, 

O  then  I  shall  have  money ; 

I’ll  hoard  it  up,  and  box  and  all, 

I’ll  give  unto  my  honey  : 

I  would  it  were  ten  thousand  pounds, 
I’d  give  it  all  to  Sally, 

She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  lives  in  our  alley. 

6.  My  master,  and  the  neighbours  all, 

Make  game  of  me  and  Sally, 

And  but  for  her  I’d  better  be 
A  slave,  and  row  a  galley; 

But  when  my  sev’n  long  years  are  out, 
O  then  I’ll  marry  Sally, 

And  then  how  happily  we’ll  live — 

But  not  in  our  alley. 


123 


THE  KEEL  ROW. 


V 


THE  KEEL  ROW 


Cheerfully. 


-j 

9- - 1 - ^ - r - -fr- 

H  ^  k 

-fc-, 

»  m  r 

m  m  J  s  .  s 

1  ) 

J  1 

f 

,  0  '  J  0 

w  J  m  0  •  s  J  \ 

#  r  ^  1  r  ^ 

t 

7  ^00 

W  0  w  •  0 

r  I  L>  ^  1 

I  .  .  came  thro’ 

9-  -P— r - - - -  - 

Sand  -  gate  I  heard  a  las  -  sie 

\ 

sing  : 

“0 

— N-i 

weel  may  the  keel  row,  The 

- 6^H - - 1 - 1 - 1"*" — B r- 

(  / 

f  ^ ^  J— 

.  -  j  '  ^  "1  ^ 

1-  H 

-A  ~ 

J  0  ±  M 

— fl  *  •  ^  : 

f 

w  •  0 

d  m  \  0  •  1  d  1 

1  1  ^1 

2  j 

T  0  0 

m  A  -A  — 3  3 

 au.vj 

j  -  

«  0 

0 —  • 

)' 

) 

|  1  -0-  • 

1 

1 

r*  

 j 

1] 

 J 

>;  ___  0  0  _ 

0 

J  0 

v  "  l -  -  1 

.  LZ 

j- * - j 

2.  “  O  who’s  like  my  Johnny, 

My  Johnny,  my  Johnny, 

Sae  leish,  sae  blithe,  sae  bonny? 
He’s  foremost  among  the  mony 
Keel  lads  o’  coaly  Tyne. 

He’ll  set  and  row  so  tightly, 

Or  in  the  dance — so  sprightly ; 
’Tis  true — were  he  not  mine.” 


“  He  wears  a  blue  bonnet, 
Blue  bonnet,  blue  bonnet, 

He  wears  a  blue  bonnet, 

A  dimple  in  his  chin ; 

And  weel  may  the  keel  row, 
The  keel  row,  the  keel  row, 
And  weel  may  the  keel  row 
That  my  laddie’s  in.” 


Chappell.  The  picture  is  from  a  drawing  of  the  old  Sandgate,  at  Newcastle-on-Tyne,  which  is  now  pulled  down. 
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THE  WIDOW  MALONE. 


THE  WIDOW  MALONE 


2.  Of  lovers  she  had  a  full  score,  or  more, 

And  fortunes  they  had  galore  in  store  ! 

From  the  minister  down  to  the  clerk  of  the  Crown, 

All  were  courting  the  widow  Malone,  ohone, 

All  were  courting  the  widow  Malone. 

3.  But  so  modest  was  Mistress  Malone,  ’twas  known, 

No  one  ever  could  see  her  alone,  ohone  ! 

Let  them  ogle  or  sigh,  they  could  ne’er  catch  her  eye, 

So  bashful  the  widow  Malone,  ohone, 

So  bashful  the  widow  Malone  ! 

4.  Till  one  Lucius  O’Trigger  from  Clare,  how  quare ! 

It’s  little  for  blushing  they  care,  down  there  ! 

Put  his  arm  round  her  waist,  took  ten  kisses  at  laste, 

“  Oh,”  says  he,  “  you’re  my  Molly  Malone,  my  own,” 

“  Oh,”  says  he,  “  you’re  my  Molly  Malone.” 

5.  And  the  widow  they  all  thought  so  shy,  my  eye ! 

Ne’er  thought  of  a  whimper  or  sigh,  for  why  ! 

“  But,  Lucius,”  says  she,  “  since  you’ve  now  made  so  free, 
You  may  marry  your  Mary  Malone,  ohone ! 

You  may  marry  your  Mary  Malone.” 
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GOOD  KING  WENCESLAS. 


GOOD  KING  WENCESLAS 
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2. 

Tenor  Solo.  “  Hither,  page,  and  stand  by  me, 

If  thou  know’st  it,  telling, 

Yonder  peasant,  who  is  he? 

Where  and  what  his  dwelling?” 
Treble  Solo.  “  Sire,  he  lives  a  good  league  hence, 
Underneath  the  mountain; 

Right  against  the  forest  fence, 

By  Saint  Agnes’  fountain.” 


4- 

Treble  Solo.  “Sire,  the  night  is  darker  now, 

And  the  wind  blows  stronger; 

Fails  my  heart,  I  know  not  how, 

I  can  go  no  longer.” 

Tenor  Solo.  “  Mark  my  footsteps,  good,  my  page ! 
Tread  thou  in  them  boldly  : 

Thou  shalt  find  the  winter’s  rage 
Freeze  thy  blood  less  coldly.” 
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Tenor  Solo.  “  Bring  me  flesh,  and  bring  me  wine, 
Bring  me  pine-logs  hither; 

Thou  and  I  will  see  him  dine, 

When  we  bear  them  thither.” 
Chorus.  Page  and  monarch  forth,  they  went, 
Forth  they  went  together ; 

Through  the  rude  wind’s  wild  lament, 
And  the  bitter  weather. 
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Chorus.  In  his  master’s  steps  he  trod, 
Where  the  snow  lay  dinted ; 
Heat  was  in  the  very  sod 
Which  the  saint  had  printed. 
Therefore,  Christian  men,  be  sure, 
Wealth  or  rank  possessing, 

Ye  who  now  will  bless  the  poor, 
Shall  yourselves  find  blessing. 
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THE  HOLLY  AND  THE  IVY. 


THE  HOLLY  AND  THE  IVY. 


UT> 

Semi- 

Chorus. 
:  ^ 

■4* 

=4=!= 

=45= 

=4= 

- j— f 

_ 

=V 

—  Hs 

r  — ^ — 1- 

- P* 

*• 

k 

-  * 

0 

0 

— « — J 

w 

1 

— m 

* 

*  - 

1 

A 

N- 

— m— 

* 

HAL 

'  1 

-■m- 

w~* 

1  — - 

=4 

"  1 

4E 

mf  x. 

The 

hoi  - 

iy 

and 

the 

i 

vy, 

Now 

both 

are 

full 

well 

grown, 

Of 

(-•:  fi  » 

£  S  *  4  £ 

-  s — : 

F  5  r 

r —  p 

_ J  m 

— 0— r » - m — F 

^-K— * — 

Q — ^ - 

4 — s=s= 

:  1 — - 1-  o' 

=4= —  r 

- » - 

> 

*  m 

-  •  0  >  |  : 

Chorus. 


- 1 - 1* - 1 - - — 

-4- - ; — N - ! - K- 

1  - — -  1 

-4 -  r 

-  J  Z  —g  |i|= 

»— sp!»-g— itg- 

- 1 - — 1 - ^ - 

:  m  •  .  0  u 

4  ^  3  i_p 

4- »  5  '  4 

all  the  trees  that 

0  1*" 

are  in  the  wood,  The  h 

ol  -  ly  bears  the 

-  f  f  r 

crown. 

5_  .J.  _b-  -b-  t 

0  the  ris  -  ing 

P 

0  P* 

T  * 

*  0  0- - £= 

— i - fa - i» - 0 — |— 

b  t  p  p= 

f=  ?  *  — 

^ - t - br - ! - ✓ 

~  1 - w- - r - F 1— 

:  1 - ^ 

— - — ^  f-  /> 

-  m  n  o' 

.* 


3 


S- 


s 


4 - !- 


of 


the 


sun, 


The 


run 


ning  of 


m  .  : 


-frr- 


0 - I* 


-m - m 

-0 — S- 


the 

-i *- 


deer, 


The  play  -  ing  of 


±= 


-P- 

5= 


the 

h 

=fca= 


i 


-  - 


m 


*  r 

mer  -  ry 

-g— te- 


Or  * 


-N- 


4" 


:2=i 


-|S=5 


or  -  gan,  Sweet  sing 

gj»-  ^  fei 


mg 

N 


in 


the 


- tjBB- 


8^ 


SEE 


_  I 

quire,  .  .  Sweet  sing  -  ing  in 

^ K  -  J 


ro_ 

the  quire. 


f 


T" 


2.  The  holly  bears  a  blossom, 

As  white  as  lily-flower ; 

And  Mary  bore  sweet  Jesus  Christ, 
To  be  our  sweet  Saviour. 

O  the  rising  of  the  sun,  &c. 

3.  The  holly  bears  a  berry, 

As  red  as  any  blood ; 

And  Mary  bore  sweet  Jesus  Christ, 
To  do  poor  sinners  good. 

O  the  rising  of  the  sun,  &c. 


4.  The  holly  bears  a  prickle, 

As  sharp  as  any  thorn ; 

And  Mary  bore  sweet  Jesus  Christ, 
On  Christmas  Day  in  the  morn. 
O  the  rising  of  the  sun,  &c. 

5.  The  holly  bears  a  bark, 

As  bitter  as  any  gall; 

And  Mary  bore  sweet  Jesus  Christ, 
For  to  redeem  us  all. 

O  the  rising  of  the  sun,  &c. 


6,  The  holly  and  the  ivy, 

Now  both  are  full  well  grown, 

Of  all  the  trees  that  are  in  the  wood, 
The  holly  bears  the  crown. 

O  the  rising  of  the  sun,  &c. 
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THE  SANDS  O’  DEE. 


THE  SANDS  O’  DEE. 
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WHEN  ALL  THE  WORLD  IS  YOUNG,  LAD. 


“WHEN  ALL  THE  WORLD  IS  YOUNG,  LAD.” 

Words  by  Charles  Kingsley.  Music  by  Elizabeth  Philp. 
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2.  Great  Argyle  he  goes  before,  before, 

He  makes  his  cannons  and  guns  to  roar, 

Wi’  sound  of  trumpet,  pipe,  and  drum, 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  o-ho,  o-ho  ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  &c. 

3.  The  Campbells  they  are  a’  in  arms,  in  arms, 

Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  to  show ; 

Wi’  banners  rattling  in  the  wind, 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  o-ho,  o-ho  ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  &c. 

4.  Brave  sons  of  the  mountain  to  battle  away, 

Behold  where  they  wait  us  in  haughty  array; 
Though  our  number  be  small  we  can  conquer  or  fall, 
Like  true  Highlanders  all,  then  away,  away ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  &c. 

5.  Though  the  path  may  be  gory,  we’ll  on,  we’ll  on, 
Since  it  leadeth  to  glory,  we’ll  on,  we’ll  on, 

Bright  though  sabres  be  gleaming,  and  death  shots 

are  beaming, 

And  the  red  blood  is  streaming,  we’ll  on,  we’ll  on  ! 
The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  &c. 


6.  Say,  where  is  the  coward  who  trembles  or  swerves? 
Let  him  turn  and  await  the  base  death  he  deserves, 
To  conquer  or  die,  be  our  battle-cry, 

Vengeance  and  liberty,  on,  then  on  ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  & c. 

7.  By  the  souls  of  our  fathers,  who  sleep  in  their  cairns, 
By  their  blood  which  is  in  us,  our  wives  and  our 

bairns, 

By  all  that  can  cheer  us,  the  proud  foe  shall  fear  us, 
As  the  offspring  of  heroes,  we’ll  on,  we’ll  on  ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  &c. 

8.  Then  forth  with  your  sword,  and  away  !  away  ! 
Hark  !  to  our  slogan,  away  !  away  ! — 

Prepare  for  the  harvest  of  conquest  or  death, 
Mac-Caillain-Mor  leadeth  the  way,  away  ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  & c. 

9.  Loud  bid  your  pibrochs  roar, 

Shout  for  Mac-Caillain-Mor  ! 

Claymore  in  hand,  a  faithful  band, 

Our  chieftain  we’ll  follow,  then  on  !  then  on  ! 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  &c. 


The  picture  refers  to  the  well-known  story  that  the  song  “The  Campbells  are  coming”  was  heard  by  Jessie  Cameron  before  the 
relief  of  Lucknow. 
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MAUD 


Words  by  Alfred  Tennyson.  Music  by  Miss  Lindsay. 
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SON  ITALIANO. 


“SON  ITALIANO.” 


Andante  moderate ?. 
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2.  Giovanottino  dalla  pupilla  nera,  Dimmi  qual  e  il  color  di  tua  bandiera? 

Se  e  una  rosa  vermiglia  e  un  gelsomino,  Una  foglia  d’  allor  metti  vicino. 

I  tre  colori  avrei  piu  cari  e  belli,  In  quei  che  noi  ci  conosciam  fratelli, 

I  tre  colori  avrai  che  fremer  fanno  Chi  ancor  s’  ostina  ad  essere  tiranno. 

Beato  il  di  che  li  vedra  Venezia,  son  Italiano,  son  Italiano. 

Beato  il  di  che  li  vedl  Milano,  son  Italiano. 

3.  Giovanottino  dal  elmo  piumato,  Tu  sei  giovane  tanto  e  sei  soldato. 

Soldato  io  non,  son  cittadino  in  armi.  E  il  soldo  col  sudor  so  proccurciarmi. 

Se  giovine  sono  e  se  profondo  io  fero,  Le  lile  lo  vedran  dello  straniero 
Sempre  ripeti,  o  forestier  cortese,  Quando  ritornerai  nel  tuo  paese, 

Che  di  bandiera  ed  armi  e  di  sovrano  son  Italiano,  son  Italiano, 

Che  di  bandiera  ed  armi  e  di  sovrano  son  Italiano. 

The  picture  is  of  Garibaldi  at  the  Straits  of  Messina. 
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THE  GIRL  I’VE  LEFT  BEHIND  ME. 


THE  GIRL  I’VE  LEFT  BEHIND  ME 


Gracefully. 


x .  I’m  lone  -  some  since  I  cross’d  the  hill,  And  o’er  the  moor  and  val  -  ley,  Such 


hea  -  vy  thoughts  my  heart  do  fill,  Since  part  -  ing  with  my  Sal  -  ly. 
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2.  Oh,  ne’er  shall  I  forget  the  night, 

The  stars  were  bright  above  me, 

And  gently  lent  their  silv’ry  light, 
When  first  she  vow’d  to  love  me. 

But  now  I’m  bound  to  Brighton  camp, 
Kind  Heaven,  then,  pray  guide  me, 
And  send  me  safely  back  again 
To  the  girl  I’ve  left  behind  me. 

3.  Had  I  the  heart  to  sing  her  praise 

With  all  the  skill  of  Homer, 

One  only  theme  should  fill  my  lays— 
The  charms  of  my  true  lover. 

So,  let  the  night  be  e’er  so  dark, 

Or  e’er  so  wet  and  windy, 

Kind  Heaven,  send  me  back  again 
To  the  girl  I’ve  left  behind  me. 


4.  Her  golden  hair,  in  ringlets  fair, 

Her  eyes  like  diamonds  shining, 

Her  slender  waist,  with  carriage  chaste, 
May  leave  the  swan  repining. 

Ye  gods  above !  oh,  hear  my  prayer, 
To  my  beauteous  fair  to  bind  me, 
And  send  me  safely  back  again 
To  the  girl  I’ve  left  behind  me. 

5.  The  bee  shall  honey  taste  no  more, 

The  dove  become  a  ranger, 

The  falling  waves  shall  cease  to  roar, 
E’re  I  shall  seek  to  change  her. 

The  vows  we  register’d  above 
Shall  ever  cheer  and  bind  me, 

In  constancy  to  her  I  love, — 

The  girl  I’ve  left  behind  me. 
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IF  YOU  CANNOT  ON  THE  OCEAN. 
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IF  YOU  CANNOT  ON  THE  OCEAN. 


S.  M.  Grannis. 


on  the  high  -  est  bil  -  lows,  Laugh  -  ing  at  the  storms  you  meet;  You  can 


2.  If  you  cannot  in  the  conflict 

Prove  yourself  a  soldier  true — 

If,  where  fire  and  smoke  are  thickest, 
There’s  no  work  for  you  to  do ; 
When  the  battle-field  is  silent, 

You  can  go  with  careful  tread, 

You  can  bear  away  the  wounded, 

You  can  cover  up  the  dead. 


3.  If  you  are  too  weak  to  journey 

Up  the  mountain,  steep  and  high, 
You  can  stand  within  the  valley, 
While  the  multitudes  go  by; 

You  can  chant  a  happy  measure, 

As  they  slowly  pass  along : 
Though  they  may  forget  the  singer, 
They  will  not  forget  the  song. 


4.  Do  not  then  stand  idly  waiting 
For  some  greater  work  to  do  ; 
Oh,  improve  each  passing  moment, 
For  these  moments  may  be  few. 
Go  and  toil  in  any  vineyard, 

Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare ; 

If  you  want  a  field  of  labour, 

You  can  find  it  anywhere. 
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This  was  Abraham  Lincoln’s  favourite  hymn. 


SUMER  IS  ICUMEN  IN. 
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SUMER  IS  ICUMEN  IN 


Rather  slow  and  smoothly.  From  Chappell.  About  1250. 
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OVER  FIELD  AND  MEADOW. 


OVER  FIELD  AND  MEADOW 


2.  They  who  see  me  roving 
Think  me  all  alone, 

But  the  birds  are  with  me, 
Hark  !  their  joyful  tone. 
Tra  la  la,  &c. 


3.  How  can  I  be  lonely 

Where  the  lambkins  play, 
Where  the  brooks  are  dancing, 
Singing  all  the  way  ? 

Tra  la  la,  &c. 


4.  How  can  I  be  lonely 
On  the  sunny  banks, 
Whilst  the  murmuring  waters 
Raise  a  song  of  thanks  ? 
Tra  la  la,  &c. 
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HUSH-A-BY,  BABY. 
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HUSH-A-BY,  BABY. 


When  the  bough  breaks  the  era  -  die  will  fall 
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Down  will  come  ba  -  by,  bough,  era  -  die,  and  all. 
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WEE  WILLIE  WINKIE. 


WEE  WILLIE  WINKIE. 

I. 

Old  Nursery  Rhyme,  arranged  by  R.  R. 
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Tap  -  ping  at  the  win  -  dow,  cry  -  ing  at  the  lock,  Are  the  bairns  in  their  beds,  its  past  ten  o’-clock. 
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Tap  -ping  at  the  win  -  dow,  cry  -  ing  at  the  lock,  Are  the  bairns  in  their  beds,  its  past  ten  o’-  clock. 
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SNOWWHITE. 


SNOWWHITE 
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